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Author's Notes: 

| wondered where | got the title for this one from and | remembered that it\'s the name of my favourite 
piercing and tattoo studio in Leicester. So if you\'re ever passing through Leicester drop in and say hi. Also, 
Nve done my best to research facts and figures but some may be wrong. | used a map for the general 


geography but, again, that may be wrong. Please feel free to correct mel 


For Sunsetstrip, just because... :) 


The night couldn't have been more perfect. Only a few faint stars dotted the velvet sky and the moon had 
waned into nothing. A battered car travelled south down Highway 23l, the dust from its wheels leaving 


Lafayette as a hazy blur in the rear-view mirror. 


Behind the wheel sat Izzy Stradlin. his dark eyes glanced up to the mirror, watching his old life, old town and 
old name disappear into the night. There had been no fanfare, no farewell party. In the dead of night Izzy had 
packed his bags and crept out of his childhood home. Jeff 


Isbelle had re-christened himself, a new name for a new life in LA. But before he headed for the big lights of 


the west coast he had one last stop to make. 


Up ahead was where he was heading for, the crossroads where the 231 met the east to west State Road 28. It 
was in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by fields and a few houses. It being late, the only light came from 
the few stars. Izzy pulled to the side of the road and turned off the engine. For a moment he sat, looking at 
the deserted road. This was it, there was no turning backlzzy felt his chest tighten and his hands slipped 
against the steering wheel. He never thought he would be resorting to this. But, after years of living in what 
felt like Hell, he felt like he didn't have any other option. Well, there had been one other. Izzy shuddered as the 
memory swamped through his mind. 


"What are these?" a voice demanded 


zy uncurled himself from his bed and looked up. Hs best friend, Bill, stood over him, a bottle of pills in his hand 
The redhead shook them in lzzy’s face, the drugs clattering against the plastic tube. 


"What do they look like?" he wearily replied 


Beyond Bill, zzy could see his reflection in the mirror. Hs dark hair was lank and greasy, his eyes dead and glazed, 
dark pits gazing back at himself. 


"Pills. But youre not sick." Bill bent over him, eyes hard and cold. "Id know if you were sick." 
Curling up, zzy rolled away, burrowing his head into the pillow. 
"What are you planning Jeff?" 


He felt himself shrug. The bed depressed by his head and a hand pulled his head up by his hair. Bill was staring down 
at him. 


"| asked you what youre fuckin’ planning 

‘tm going to kill myself, okay." He pulled away from Bill and dropped his head back onto the pillow. 

"Youre fuckin going to do WHAT?" Bills voice hit a panful high 

kzy sighed He knew this would happen and now he prepared himself for the inevitable lecture 

YE you kill yourself youll go straight to Hell Your soul will be damned forever.” 

ft had gone on for hours until Bill had finally tired hmself out and fallen asleep. Once Bill was out, kzy had packed 


his bags and left. He'd left a note, explaining where he was going and, if Bill was ever in LA, then he should look him 
up. At least in LA he would have a chance to make it as something 


Shaking his head to rid himself of them memory, Izzy slid from the car. Looking up and down the road, he 

strode out and stood at the point where the two roads met. No cars were coming and none were likely to 

come. Stories had been told of how the bodies of criminals and suicides had been buried at crossroads. But 
tales of other things happening at crossroads had been passed from generation to generation and Izzy was 
willing to find out if they were true. Glancing at his watch, Izzy watched as the minute hand clicked up to 

midnight. 


"Right you bastard,” he whispered. "Lets do this." 


Looking back towards Lafayette, Izzy spread his arms. If Bill had thrown a fit about him threatening to kill 


himself then he'd have a heart attack over what Izzy was about to do. 


"Emperor Lucifer, Master of all the revolted Spirits, | entreat thee to favor me in the adjuration which | 
address to thy mighty minister, Lucifuge Rofocale, being desirous to make a pact with him." Izzy's voice echoed 
through the night. "And that he may accord me, in virtue of the pact which | propose to enter into, all the 
riches that | need. O grand Lucifuge, | pray thee to quit thy dwelling, wheresoever it may be, and come hither 
to speak with me." 


The passage seemed so stupid and childish but the cheap book he'd picked up from the occult bookstore had 
suggested it. The last of his voice 


faded into the night and Izzy waited. Reaching into a pocket, he retrieved a packet of cigarettes. Shaking one 
free, he put it between his lips. The flame from Izzy's lighter flared and there was a small hiss as it torched 
the end of the cigarette. 

Those things will kill you Izzy. 


Izzy froze, terrified, the voice right in his skull. His eyes darted, checking the area in front of him. Nothing but 


darkness. 

Behind you 

Swinging round, Izzy came face to face with a man. He was dressed smartly in black, a long tailored trench 
coat drifting around his slim frame. The man's face was hidden, shadowed by the brim of a top hat. A 
cigarette burned between long, skeletal fingers. 

"Are you?" Izzy's voice was hesitant. 


The man nodded. 


Yep, the one and only, 


There was a hint of an accent to the voice. 
"Wh.. where did you come from?" lzzy squinted at the man. 


He couldn't be sure but the coat appeared to be made from smoke, the way tendrils of it seemed to break off 


and drift away. 
Ah, the usual place. Hell And besides, you summoned me so | came. 


The cigarette disappeared into the shadow and a second later a stream of smoke curled upwards. The man 


shook the shadow that was his head. 


That little ceremony you performed Very very outdated but beautifully spoken. Most people tend to just yell and 
scream and threaten to kill things. Its fun to watch but pitiful in a way. 


The man took another drag on the cigarette. 

So, lazy Stradin, formerly Jeffrey Isbelle, what can | do you for? 

Izzy looked at the ground. His hands were clasped in front of him, fingers knotting. 
| want to sell my soul." 

There was the familiar hiss of a cigarette being drawn on. 


Thats fairly obvious. | wouldn't be here if it wasn't worth my while. But, Mr Stradlin, the question is, what do you 


want fo trade your soul for? 

Izzy swallowed, a lump forming in his throat. This was it, no turning back. He wondered what would happen if he 
tried to back down before the deal was done. Maybe he could just go to LA and try and make it without having 
to go through all of this. 

ld drag you screaming and kicking to Hell right now. 


Izzy jumped, eyes snapping back to the man. The shoulders shook, a chuckle filling Izzy's mind. 


| can see what youre thinking Izzy. And there's no turning back now. You called me here and lm not going back 
empty handed. 


The hat tilted to one side. 


So what will it be - you or your soul? 


"Okay, okay." Izzy took a deep breath. "| want to be a musician. But not just any musician. | want to be able to 
earn enough so that | don't starve and don't have to come back here. | want to be comfortable and not have 
to work sixty hours a week just to get by." 

Ah, the wish of many a young man. Any particular instrument? 


Izzy paused for a moment and thought. He'd played drums for a while but now he needed a new instrument 


for a new life. 


Face it lzzy, you're not going to make it in LA as a drummer. LA is a city of guitarists. Why don't you try the 
guitar? 


The man nodded towards Izzy's hand. Izzy followed the gaze to the burning cigarette between his fingers. It had 
burnt to the filter and he gasped, the heat getting closer to his skin Automatically he threw it away from 
him. There was a flash and a crack. Izzy jumped back, alarmed. 

For you 

The man gestured and, as his eyesight returned to normal, Izzy could see a guitar standing where his cigarette 
butt had hit the ground. It was a beautiful instrument, painted glossy black, the strings seeming to hum of 
their own accord. Cautiously, a hand outstretched, Izzy approached it. 

"Wow." 

Not yet. The voice stopped him. You owe me. 

Izzy looked up to see the man holding a piece of paper. 


Sign 


Izzy reached to take the paper. As he did, the man grabbed his hand and flicked it over. There was a quick 


stabbing pain and Izzy cried out as something sliced into his index finger. He looked down to see blood welling up. 
He looked up at the man, an annoyed look on his face. "What the fuck did you do that for?" 

A surgical scalpel dangled from the man's fingers, Izzy's blood beading at the end. 

The contract is always signed in blood. Its how it's been done for thousands of years 

He gestured to the contract with a sigh. 


So, if you dont mind Mr Stradlin, | have other souls to collect tonight so if you'll just sign on the dotted line. 


Izzy looked between the contract and his bloody finger and back again. Slowly, reluctantly, he reached out and 
scrawled his name across the bottom of the contract. It was instantly plucked from his fingers and he looked 


up to see the man tucking it into his coat. 
Enjoy it lzzy. Youre in for one hell of a ride. 


Sitting on the ground, the guitar clasped to him, he watched as the man turned and walked away. Slowly the 
coat, followed by the rest of the man, drifted into the night, just another cloud of smoke. 


3lst August 199l 


Everywhere he looked, Izzy was reminded of his night with the devil. He'd spent time living in a building 
"lovingly" nicked Hellhouse and his band had a top hat wearing, chain smoking guitarist whose face was rarely 


seen by the outside world. 


For a few years Izzy had thought his life couldn't get any worse. He thought that the devil had come during 
the night and dragged him off to Hell. He'd played in so many bands and worked so many shitty jobs that he'd 
wondered if selling his soul had been worth it. Yet wherever Izzy played people complimented him on his playing. 
He was the shit, he had majestic fingers, he could captivate people. Why didn't he have a record deal? Why 
wasn't he in the studio recording? He'd heard it so many times, heard so many people say that they'd help him 
make money from his playing. But it had never happened. 


But then Bill, who'd re-named himself W. Axl Rose, had come to LA and they'd formed a number of good but 
ill-fated bands. Slowly the pieces had fallen into place with Steven, a ditsy blonde drummer and Slash, the top 
hatted, hidden guitarist. Finally, bottle blonde bombshell bassist Duff had joined them and Guns N' Roses had 
been born. Like every other band Izzy had been in they had their problems. But then, in the blink of an eye, 


they were in the studio recording their first album. 


Guns N' Roses debut album had gone nuclear, taking the world by storm. The band had been tossed in the mix 
and thrown out of bars. They lived the sex, drugs and rock n' roll lifestyle down to the final letter. They'd 
toured the globe, growing bigger and more powerful with every concert. Practically over night they went from 


the Marquee in London to opening for stadiums to finally headlining stadium tours themselves. 


Izzy had gone with the flow, enjoying every moment of his new found freedom. He could buy whatever he 
wanted, could do whatever he wanted with no consequences and could experiment with every substance known 


to man. He'd sold smack to Joe Perry and pissed in the aisle of a plane. And no-one could stop him. 


But seeing the world and stuffing themselves full of drink and drugs had taken its toll. Steven had been fired 


and lzzy was starting to feel the consequences of his new life. 


Now they were touring with the long awaited and anticipated new albums. It should have been the happiest 
time of Izzy's life. 


He had everyone and everything at his beck and call. The world worshipped the ground he walked on 
Instead, he'd withdrawn into himself. The drink, drugs and groupies no longer interested him. Sitting on the tour 
bus, he stared out of a window, the devil's guitar lying in his lap. His fingers idly strurmmed, picking out random 


notes. 


| didn't want to be famous | just want to make enough money to survive. | hate that | have to take drugs just to 
go on fuckin’ stage. Axl's been on my back. "You need to write more izzy." "Your playings shit Izzy." "Stop the 


fuckin’ drugs lzzy." He's such a fuckin’ control freak and Im tired of his fuckin' mood swings. He's got to go, he's got 
fo fuckin’ go. | can't stand him any more. Fuck what everyone else says, Im out of here. 


The guitar slid from Izzy's fingers and hit the floor with a thud. His head followed, coming to rest on his knees. 
A hand came up and he tangled his fingers in his hair. Strands twisted and snapped as Izzy tugged on his hair, 
trying to rip handfuls out. He moaned to himself and red hot tears of pain pricked his eyes, a broken spirit. 


Slowly he uncurled himself and walked to the back of the bus. Reaching the sleeping area, he thrust a hand 
under the mattress of his bunk. 


Feeling around, his fingers wrapped around the cold metal of the gun. He pulled his hand out and looked at the 
gun lying in his palm. It was a weighty Colt MIJI semi-automatic handgun. The coolness of the metal matched 
the feeling in Izzy's heart, a deadness that wrenched him apart. Reaching back beneath the mattress, his 
fingers felt around until they located the magazine. A quick glance into it told Izzy that it was full. But he knew 
that he'd only be needing one bullet. With the butt of his hand, Izzy slid the magazine into the gun, listening for 
the satisfying click as it locked into place. He quickly checked the chamber and the safety, making sure they 
were clean and on. Izzy smiled slightly; he didn't want any accidents before show time. Lifting the back of his 
shirt, Izzy slid it into the waistband of his trousers, letting the baggy clothing fall to hide it. 


"IZZY! IT'S FUCKIN: SHOW TIME, LET'S GO!" 


Startled, he swung round. Slash was standing at the door of the bus, swaying slightly, a cigarette protruding 


from the veil of hair. 
"What ya doin’ back there |zz?" Slash had managed the final step and was carefully walking towards him. 


Izzy began to walk back down the bus sure in the knowledge that Slash was too wasted to have noticed 


anything. He placed a hand on Slash's shoulder and smiled. 

"Just looking for something." He gently turned Slash around. "Let's go." 

HHHH 

Izzy's heart skipped as he approached the stage. Nerves had always been a problem which was one of the 
reasons he'd nearly always been wasted. But tonight was different. He wanted a clear head. But the absence of 
a blood stream full of drugs was taking its toll and his palms were slick with sweat. The crowd was howling for 
them like 12,000 rabid dogs. 

Eventually the tour manager spoke. "SHOW TIME! HAVE A GOOD ONE!" 

Stepping onto the stage, they ripped into Welcome to the Jungle. The crowd went wild, jumping up and down and 


crowd surfing. Izzy kept his eyes down, focusing on the tiny piece of stage at his feet. As usual, he stood at 
the back, in the shadows. It seemed an appropriate place, especially today of all days. His fingers automatically 


picked out the notes, his mind on what he was going to do. The gun dug into his back, the metal having warmed 
to his body. Tonight it ended. 


Suddenly he became aware of a voice repeating his name over and over. 

"Izzy. Izzy! IZZY" 

He turned to see Axl looking at him, microphone gripped in one hand. 

"Dust N Bones |zz. Now." 

Taking a deep breath, Izzy turned his attention from Axl and, for the first time, towards the crowd. It was 
night and the stage lights hid pretty much everything but the first few rows. But he could hear them, 
chanting and howling. Baying for blood. Slowly he stepped forward, playing the intro. His voice carried from the 
microphone at the front of the stage and out into the crowd. The song was all Izzy's, a song for a lonely 


traveller. 


"Time's short your life's your own," he sang the final lines, his heart heavy. "And in the end. We are just dust 
n bones." 


The song faded and he dropped his guitar. It hung limply around his neck like a useless appendage. As far as 
Izzy was concerned, it may have well been. An ominous hush descended over the crowd as they stood, 
watching, waiting. 

Reaching behind himself, Izzy locked his fingers around the gun. Slowly he pulled it out, bringing it up and 
levelling it at Axl. A flick of a finger and the safety clicked off. Axl stared back at him, a look of disbelief on 
his face. There was the horrible sound of feedback as the red-head dropped the microphone onto the stage. 


"Izzy." Axl slowly walked towards him, hands stretched out in resignation. "Izzy, no. Drop the gun. Please." 


Izzy smiled slowly to himself. Axl Rose was pleading with him. HIM. He was pleading with Izzy Stradlin to not do 
something stupid. 


"Izzy, whatever's wrong we can sort it. Just drop the gun and we can talk about this." 

Izzy spied along the barrel of the gun He wondered what Axl would look like sprawled out on the stage, blood 
and brains draining from his head. Axl kept coming towards him, long, slow steps. Nothing else existed now. Just 
him, Axl and the gun 


‘I'm sorry." Izzy pulled the slide back, chambering a bullet. "I'm so fuckin’ sorry Axl." 


And suddenly time stood still forever. 


HHHH 
Slowly Izzy opened his eyes and looked around himself. Above him was nothing but black. Black with a few 
pinpricks of light. Propping himself on his elbows, he looked around himself. He was lying in the middle of a road. 
Awkwardly Izzy got to his feet, the muscles in his back and neck screaming in agony. He wrapped a hand 
around the back of his neck and rubbed, screwing his face up as he looked around himself. A slight dampness 
coated his fingers but he thought nothing of it. His other hand idly brushed dust and dirt from his clothes. 
Slowly his eyes adjusted to the minimal light and things began registering. Massaging his sore neck, Izzy moved 
in a complete circle, his brain filling in the pieces. 

Up ahead was a road sign 

231 

"What the..2" 

He swung round again, eyes focusing on another sign 


28 


Izzy moved again, his eyes coming to rest on one last clue. To one side of the road stood his car, the same 


battered car that he'd driven to Los Angeles all those years before. 

"What the fuck?" 

Welcome back Izzy. 

Izzy swung round to see the tall, skeletal man leaning against the Highway sign. He was still the same as all 
those years before. His face was still hidden by the top hat, a never-ending cigarette burning between long 
white fingers. 

| didnt think Id see you so soon But frankly, Im not surprised 

Cocking his head to one side, Izzy stared 

"What the hell are you talking about?" 

You weren't prepared for that level of fame. The sex and drugs and drink. Its what did you in in the end 


"How do you mean?" 


Smoke curled from under the hat, the cigarette held in front of the shadowed face. 


Thats why lm here. To claim whats rightfully mine. 


There was a snap of fingers and the piece of paper that bore Izzy's bloody signature appeared in front of him. 


Your soul kzy. Ive come to clam rt 
Suddenly Izzy found it difficult to breathe. Shaking his head, he backed away. 

"No. Im not fuckin’ dead asshole" 

There was a snigger, a sound like dead, rustling leaves. 

Ah, the usual response of the recently deceased Do you know how many times Ive heard that? 
The man stepped forward, plucking the contract out of the air as he did 

You don't remember do you? 

Izzy shook his head, strands of hair falling into his face. 

Where's the rest of your head kzy? 

"Huh?" He screwed up his face. 


Your head Izzy, where's the rest of it? 


Reaching round, Izzy touched the back of his head. It was soft and warm and felt of liquid. He brought it to his 


eyes and, in the dim light, he could see that it was soaked in blood. A few loose strands of dark hair were 


trapped between his fingers. For the first time, Izzy smelt the warm metallic smell of blood 
"What the fuck?" 

You blew your brans out kzy. h front of 72,000 people 

Again there was the odd snigger. 

| dread to see the lawsuit for people wanting payment for therapy. 

Slowly it all started to come back to Izzy. A stage, a gun and Axl. 

"But | shot Axl” 


The hat shook. 


Nope. You tumed the gun on yourself, pressed it against your head and blew your brains right across those 


expensive amps of yours. Youre dead lzzy. Deceased, expired, terminated, deleted 


The man stepped even closer, another stream of smoke curling away from the shadow. He smelt of cloves, 


smoke and decay, a smell that made Izzy think of autumn. 
Which is a real shame because you were a very talented guitarist. But now, Mr Stradlin, youre mine 
Cold, bony fingers wrapped around his own 

Come on kzzy. Time to go home. Its not as bad as everyone makes it out to be 

A tug on his hand and Izzy found himself and the man walking back along the 231 towards Lafayette. 
HHHH 


The only noise was the static purr of the amps and PA. 12,000 people stood still, staring, not daring to 
breathe. Was it another trick in the circus of Guns N' Roses? 


The cameraman hadn't moved, his camera still focused on the sight before him. The image from his camera 


filled the massive screens that flanked either side of the stage. 

The band stood stock still, staring. None of them dared to breathe or move. 

Sprawled on the stage was Izzy's prone body. Blood seeped from the hole in the centre of his forehead. Across 
the bank of amplifiers were the remains of Izzy's skull and brain. Blood and brain matter slowly slid from the 
amps and pooled on the floor. 

Silence hung like smoke above the stadium. 


And then all Hell broke loose. 


~~~The End 


